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ALYSIA SLOCUM is a left-handed, vegetarian, transfer 
student whose life goal is to freelance the shit out of 
freelance writing. Our culture editor is literally drowning 
in her constant output of feelings and opinions via prose. 
This is only her first semester writing for us, but she’s given 
us more drafts than well-stocked bar. She's always lived in 
New Jersey, except for that one year when she spent second 
erade in Portugal. She says her Portuguese speaking skills 
are “crap,” but I think she’s just being modest. For this 
issue she wrote about how lots of people in America seem 
to have a case of geography-phobia. Or maybe they're just 
dumb. If you need directions from Timbuktu to Koulikoro, 
Alysia’s your girl. 

Are You Smarter than a Third Grader, page 12 


DEREK SPRINGSTEEN initials have probably been 
etched into a lot of desks over the years. Because I think 
secretly, everyone is a little bit in love with him. It’s not just 
because he’s distantly related to another famous Springsteen 
from New Jersey. And it’s not just because he has really 
great hair. It’s mostly because he’s the type of guy everyone 
wants to be friends with. Oh, and he’s a totally rad graphic 
designer. When he was younger, Derck had wanted to be 

a pro baseball player, but—luckily for us—he pursued his 
calling as an artist in a baseball cap instead. Best of all, 
Derek is always down to work on layout for the Review until 
the sun comes up. Better yet: when it comes to his design 
dedication, Derek PROVES IT ALL NIGHT. 

Design for Revolutionary Set List, page 24 


BEN SUGARMAN is someone who often eludes 
characterization. He lurks in the dark corners of our 
houses and bars, watching and taking notes. He bathes in 
our most exorbitant moments of passion and confusion 
and rage and uses them, like an exfoliant for his wet, 
callous skin. This is the space in which the journalist 
occupies Ben’s psyche. In his undying thirst to know the 
what and the why of it all, and to present his thoughts as 
an offering, he contributes to our strange, lovely, human 
race. In this issue, Ben writes about a journey through our 
great city, during which he looks for a truly peaceful place 
in which to think and work. 

A Quest for Solace, page 32 
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recently downloaded Buddy Holly’s 


Apartment Tapes, and on 1t there are 
seven —SEVEN—versi i 


and Slidin’.” There are fast versions and half-speed 


versions and just...different versions. And as Im 
sitting here, listening to something like 23 verses of: 
Slippin’ n slidin’/peepin’ n’ hidin’ and going through 
a half-pouch of rice cakes, it seems like maybe 
perseverance isn't always a good thing. 

But then again, where would we be without it? 
What about the Kid, Prince’s character in Purple 
Rain who just keeps on truckin’ till he proves to that 
club owner he deserves to be on stage and shows 
Morris Day and The Time who's BOSS. 

I like to think the Review straddles the fine 
line between perseverance and repetition pretty 
well—more Prince than Holly, but really a little bit 
of both. Slippin’ and Slidin’ in the waters of Lake 
Minnetonka, if you know what I mean. Because you 
know about Occupy Wall Street, but we’ve got the 
low-down on its occupied music scene. Because you 
read about the West Memphis 3 this summer, but we 
got up close and personal with them. Because you've 
drank juice before, but have you ever tried to live on 
only juice? 

So dive in young grasshopper, cause this is your 
last chance to get your Rutgers Review fix before 
next semester. But you can bet your barista job we'll 
be back, maybe in velvet. 
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by Sarah Beth Kaye 


There are 21 counties in 
New Jersey and 67 counties 
in Pennsylvania. So when kids 


ask me which county I hail from and I say PA, it's 
usually a huge let down. Although I love Pennsylva- 
nia and am proud ofit (go Lions!), sometimes I wish I 
had a better answer for them... 

Then they could ask me if I knew their cousin's 
best friend who they met at a party one time then 
never talked to again that once lived in Middlesex 
but now lives in North Carolina that might have 
gone to the same high school as me. 

..Instead, I just get a lot of “Do you live near 
Amish people?” The answer to that question is yes; 
they live 20 minutes away. 

Mostly I came here because it wasn't Penn State. I 
wanted something new: a different place with differ- 
ent people, new things to see and do. So I packed my 
bags and headed across state lines to attend Rutgers. 
I think it was the right choice, I just wasn’t aware that 
I would have to learn a new dialect to understand the 
locals. Luckily, Pm adapting to the new environment 
I ended up in. 

It started on my first day of college. Everything 
was “mad cool,” “mad crazy,” “mad awesome.” My 
first impression of New Jersey kids: they were super 
angry. Turns out that mad is an adverb, like “really” 


Pennsylvania Slang 


or “a lot.” Oh. So generally Pm mad confused about 
what people are saying in New Jersey. 

Then I learned about things that were sketchy 
(bizarre or iffy, sometimes dealing with criminal ac- 
tivity). The city is sketchy, so are too many police- 
men around the student center. Sometimes things are 

“mad sketchy”; I don’t think I’ve ever experienced 
anything to that level though. 

Here's an example of what I’m learning: When a 
guy goes out, he brings biddies (women), and if he's 
lucky he'll smush (have sexual intercourse with) one 
of them. This scenario only happens if he's mad cool. 

Sometimes things get to be too much for me. One 
of my born and bred New Jersey-an friends, Scott, 
recently told me “this fat sandwich is dank as fuck!” 
Honestly, gun to my head, I wouldn't be able to tell 
you what that means. I have no clue. Is that good or 
bad? I had to Urban Dictionary it, and I’m still not 
positive. 

Most of these words and phrases taste funny in 
my mouth, but I’m learning to integrate into Jersey 
culture and my new home. Mad slips into my speech, 
and Pm figuring out which frats are sketchy. Pm 
learning! By the end of the year, not only will I no 
longer be a freshman, but ll also be a master in NJ 
slang. 

Unfortunately, I still couldn’t tell you what’s dank. 


PENNSATUCKY The western part of Pennsylvania that resembles Kentucky in 


landscape and actions 


CANCELLING LUNCHES When the school is going to close early for a snow day 


SPICKET Faucet 


It’s no secret that, for many, college is all 
about the booze and the sex. So when some- 
one asks you “What's your number?” they 
may not be asking you to recite the digits 
of your phone number; those days are over. 
They're asking you exactly how many peo- 
ple you have slept with. Whether the ques- 
tion is coming from your new partner or a 
group of friends during Truth or Dare, an 
answer is nothing less than expected. 

Now think, what is your number? You 
may have to write them down (it’s okay, I 
understand), or you may simply utter “zero.” 
Either way, you've just exposed how active 
your sex life is (... or isn’t). I have to admit, 
this question’s purpose is almost never to 
find out how likely you are to transfer over 
an infection but to predict how good you are 
in bed. 

Nevertheless, this is a very important 
question to ask if you are looking to enter a 
monogamous relationship. Not that this will provide 
all the answers (get tested too!), but it will give you 
both something to consider. You don’t want to date 
someone you know nothing about, and nowadays, 
one’s number says a lot about a person. Be careful, 
however, to think that a high number means that a 
person has low morals and also be careful to assume 
that a person with a low number must be awful in 
bed. Most importantly, don’t ever think that because 
you have a low number, you will automatically be 
placed in the “special” box. You don’t ever want to 
be attached due to an assumption. 

So, how do you know when you’ve gotten one 
number higher? The obvious answer is when you 
have sex! But sex can mean a whole lot of different 
things; the definition is essentially up to you... and 
your partner. Hold on! Hold on! I know you’re pan- 
icking about how low your number must be. Recently, 


what’s your number? 
by margarita rosario 


“| hope you ‘re not allergic to latex.” 


I was too when a friend admitted to being at “70,” 
but a number is just a number, right? Eh, not quite. 
Unless you are anything like my friend, your body 
is less-than-equipped to handle that many encoun- 
ters, so you may want to pay attention to any signs 
of your body telling you to stop. If you are entering 
or ever decide to enter a monogamous relationship, 
how many people you've slept with will be the least 
of the matter. However, for those of you that are free 
and boundless birds, your number is fairly important, 
especially in college. But even for those who claim to 
be (s)experts, one sexual experience should not affect 
the rest of your life. 

So there you go Scarlet Knights. Next time some- 
one asks you what your number is, remember that 
“sleeping around” may get you a few dirty looks from 
your peers, but who’s to say how much you should 
have sex but you? 
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Biking in Brunswick 
by Zac Schaffner 
illustration by Nick DiPillo 


© © © OQ 


To those who decide to take up riding a bicycle, 
the city of New Brunswick can be a confusing and 
frustrating place. Other riders carelessly zip in be- 
tween cars, cruise down crowded sidewalks, and 
travel both ways down both sides of busy streets and 
nobody—and I mean nobody— seems to understand 
or use hand signals. While it does eventually get eas- 
ler, those first few weeks of potholes, right turns, and 


Before you ride it's really important that you make 
sure your brakes work. If you want to avoid a very 
expensive trip to the dentist, always remember to 
apply the rear brakes before the front brakes. 


Your seat should be level with your hip, and your 
tires should be inflated to the appropriate psi. 


Make sure to keep the parts of your bike where metal 
wears on metal well-oiled and clean of dirt or debris. 


If you ride at night in NJ, you are required to have 
a front headlamp and a rear lamp. They only cost 
about $15 and can add wonders to your sex life. 


Believe it or not, NJ law also requires that your bike 
be outfitted with a horn or bell. I personally don't 
see why yelling “Hey I’m biking here!” isn’t good 
enough, but I didn't write the law. 
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car doors are enough to make even the bravest ama- 
teur cyclist think twice before peddling down George 
Street. 

So, in an effort to try and alleviate the suffering of 
the cyclists, pedestrians, and drivers of our fair city, 
Pd like to provide readers with a number of helpful 
facts, figures and experiences about biking in New 


Brunswick. 


© 


Learn Local Bike Law - Bicycles are considered 
vehicles in NJ and must obey the same rules as mo- 
torists. This means that you need to bike with traffic 
on the right side of the road (about four feet from the 
curb). You and your petal-powered whip also need 
to stop at stop signs, obey traffic lights, and stop for 
pedestrians in cross walks. If you want to be one of 
those guys or gals who rides on the sidewalk, that’s 
cool; just know that you suck and that you’re part of 
the reason why we can’t have nice things (like bike 
lanes). 

Purchase and Wear a Helmet — While NJ Law 
only requires those under 18 to wear a helmet, my 
mom would really appreciate it if everyone decided 
that wearing a helmet was the new super-cool thing 
to do. 

Stay Alert — This means watch out for potholes, 
cracks, and drainage grates, and be aware of the 
ways that rain and snow diminish your braking abil- 
ity. Don’t have earphones in or use your phone while 
biking, or you will die a horrible and embarrassing 
death. Also you can (and will) get a D.W.I. if you 
bike home drunk from that party next month. 


ELI _ WW 


Phil on Buying a Bike 

“If you're riding in New Brunswick your best bet is 
probably a city or hybrid bike. While they might 
be slower and not as great for long distance riding 
when compared with a road bike, the hybrid's up- 
right sitting position really comes in handy when 
you have to deal with heavy traffic." 


Lizzie on Riding in Traffic 


“Ride your bike like it's a car.” 


Robert on Messenger Bags 
“You certainly don't have to go out and buy one of 
those expensive but really cool-looking bags with 
the seat-belt clip. However, biking with a regular 
messenger bag can be a real pain-in-the-ass. The 
straps move around and don't really let you keep 
the weight tight against your back. If you’re going 
to be doing some serious riding, invest in a pan- 
nier bag. For most students, Pd just recommend 
using a regular two-strap backpack." 


Random Guy at Scott Hall on Locks 
“Dude, that is a pretty nice bike. Nice enough of a 
bike to steal. You ought to get a U-lock. I had my 
bike locked up with one of those chain locks while 
I was in class last semester, and it was gone by the 
time I got out of class. Shit totally fucking sucked." 


WANES | 


EN, 


Not a New Brunswick cyclist 


Riding a bike is a great and environ- 
mentally-friendly way to get around 
New Brunswick, if you do it right. If 
you're worried that you're not ready 
to invest in a bike of your own, the 
Rutgers University Department of 
Transportation Services recently 
launched a bike rental pilot program 
where students can rent a bike for 
$10 a month or $25 a semester. 
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The True 
Dutch 
Master 


A review on popular blunts 
by Russell Dolan 


“I'm doing research.” Photos by Jen Bonaguaro 


I PERSONALLY SMOKE BLUNTS BECAUSE IT’S THE AMERICAN WAY. 
America is the only country that smokes blunts, and quite frankly, I wouldn’t mind 
if it stayed that way. I pride myself in smoking patriotically every time I indulge, for 
I like to think it’s how the Founding Fathers would have wanted me to do it. 

Through the years so many new dutch companies have been popping up, and 
I have found myself asking the question “Which of these goddamn dutches will 
make the best blunt?” I went out on a search, and with the help of the fine employ- 
ees of Jamaica Smoke Shop on Easton Avenue, I purchased dutches from the most 
popular brands. My associate Daddy Dank and I used our combined knowledge 
of blunts to test each dutch. I judged them on how they tasted, if they burned fast 
or burned slow, and if it would get you the best blunt for your buck. Our mission 
was to find the dutch that we believed would provide the best blunt experience. By 
the end of the testing, we couldn’t necessarily say which dutch we thought was the 
“best,” but we were able to review each one. Hopefully, these reviews will you find 
the dutch that suits you best. 
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GAME DUTCHES Daddy Dank and I started off with a 
white grape Game dutch, being that it was the most popu- 
lar type. It is also the typical dutch for it has tobacco in 

1t that needs to be gutted out. The paper that Games are 
rolled with is very dry, which made the blunt a little harsh 
on the throat. The white grape taste helps with the harsh- 
ness, but after a couple hits, it is a bit nauseating, and I 
wish I had gone with a vanilla flavor. The dutch burnt 
very slow, which was a plus despite the gross tobacco- 
grape taste. However, the blunt got clogged with resin 
from the sugary-grape flavoring. It wasn't my favorite but 
would suggest it for anyone who likes slow-burning, long- 
lasting blunts that taste terrible. They can be found at any 
convenience store for a $1.50. 


DUTCH MASTER My personal favorite, the classic 
Dutch Master. When the selection of dutches is too over- 
whelming, I believe it is always safe to get a Dutch Master, 
a true blunt classic. They are the probably the most 
popular of all dutches, especially in the hip-hop commu- 
nity. They don’t taste bad, they burn well, and they come 
in handy before dreaded Monday classes. I suggest buying 
the vanilla flavored Dutch Masters because all flavored 
Dutch Masters seem to always dry out quickly. A lot of 
stores sell Dutch Masters for $1.50, but I suggest going to 
the Easton Avenue smoke shops where Dutch Masters are 
$1.00. By the way, the Krauzers next to Delafield Avenue 
sells a special 80 cent Dutch Master, but get there while 
you can; they won't be there forever! 


BLUNT WRAPS 10 me, blunt wraps are what kids smoke 
before they move onto actual blunts, almost like the 
training wheels of blunts. There's no tobacco to gut out 
because the wraps aren't even real dutches, but they are 
still used to make blunts. Wraps come in packages of two 
and look like two brown, over-sized rolling papers. The 
most popular brands 1n New Brunswick are Zig-Zag and 
Blunt Wrap Platinum. They come in almost every fruit 
flavor and then some. Blueberry wraps were used in this 
test, and I fell in love with its strong blueberry mary jane 
fusion taste. You can roll two fast-burning blunts with the 
papers or use them both to make one slow-burning blunt. 
The wraps left an enjoyable lingering taste. They go for 
$1.00-1.50 at your local convenience store or smoke shop, 
and depending how you roll it, you can have one blunt or 
two. I suggest them to be tried out by anyone, but try to 
buy a flavor that you know will like. 


BLUNTVILLE! ENTOURAGE The reason I put Blunt- 
Villes and Entourage dutches together is because they 
both look like a regular dutch but need to be rolled like a 
blunt wrap. They both can provide two blunts easily, but 
if unraveled correctly, the last leaf with tobacco in it can 
be turned into another blunt as well when the tobacco 1s 
gutted. The BluntVille dutches are a lot smoother and less 
harsh than the Entourage. Daddy Dank commented that 
the Entourage dutches "taste like the Jersey shore," while 
Ithink they tasted douchey, similar to the douchebags on 
the show Entourage. We were not fans of the Entourage 
dutch and had to put it out halfway into smoking it, some- 
thing of which we both had never had to do before. The 
BluntVille dutches on the other hand burned at a good rate, 
and tasted all right. BluntVille dutches go for about $1.50 
at any store but are worth every penny because, if unrolled 
correctly, you can get 3 blunts out of it! If you're a fan of 
douchey-flavored jersey shore dutches, Entourage dutches 
can be found at any store for $1.50 as well. 
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Are You Smarter Than a Third Grader? 
by Alysia M. Slocum 


Google 


aps 


Street View 
provides hours 


of mind- 
perspec 


bending, 


ive- 


expanding world 


explorat 


ion 


and a $0 spring 


break al 


ernative. 


Photos from 
Zac Schaffner's 
virtual vacation 


I was drinking my morning coffee and 
eavesdropping on other students when I heard 
a boy say to a girl, “So...you’re from Jordan, 
huh? So is that, like, in Egypt?” 

I swung myself around in my chair to exam- 
ine the man who had emitted such ignorance 
from his lips. I turned just in time to see the 
girl’s stunned expression. 

“Um... Egypt and Jordan are two different 
countries,” she replied slowly. 

“Oh,” he said unabashed. How could this kid 
not know where, or what, Jordan was? 

The girl eyed him intently and paused in 
stunned silence. “Do you know where Israel is 
on a map?” 

“...nah,” he answered, shaking his head. 
Here was a man, a Rutgers student, likely to 
soon be a college graduate, who had the geo- 
graphical expertise of a third grader. It was sur- 
real and incredibly disturbing. Even more dis- 
turbing was that he wasn’t the only person that 
Ive met with a shockingly impaired geographi- 
cal awareness. For example, after returning to 
work after three weeks in Portugal, a co-worker 
said to me, “Great to have you back from Por- 
tugal! How was South America?” Another time, 
I told someone I had been talking to my aunt in 
Portugal. Response: “Aww that’s so sweet! So, 
you can speak Spanish?” I let him know that 


my Spanish is horrible. My Portuguese, however, 
isn’t as bad. 

The list goes on. Some days I have to wonder: 
what exactly is happening here? I wouldn’t call my- 
self a geographical genius per se, but I still went to 
elementary school. I wonder where everyone else 
went during this time. It seems that people no longer 
educate themselves at all about what happens outside 
of U.S. borders. We have developed a level of accep- 
tance for our ethnocentric attitudes. Consider Jersey 
Shore. Viewers find Snooki hilarious and endearing 
when she goes to film in Italy and doesn’t really know 
where Italy is. In modern times, we have taken the 
concept of “ignorance is bliss” to a whole new level. 

But is ignorance ever excusable in 2011? With 
cell phones, laptops, and wireless Internet placing 
Google only seconds away from us, why would we 
not know everything? Every time we hear of a for- 
eign land like “Europe” and wonder if it’s a country, 
we should whip out our Blackberrys and check. We 
should utilize our limitless references sources such as 
Google, Bing, and every encyclopedia page out there. 

“Do you have an iPhone?” the girl from Jordan 
asked our ignoramus classmate. 

“Yeah,” he said waving his shiny electronic device 
at her. 

“Look up a map, zoom in on all of the continents, 
and check out Jordan,” she directed sternly. Now, 
here was a girl that knew how to utilize the power 
of technology. I looked on with pride as she pointed 
out different places to a boy who had probably never 
really looked at a map and decided it was time for us 
to be a lot smarter. 


E 
Wilhelmina Street, Jonannocbu'g, Gauteng, South Aiea. 
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Are you stressed out? Many college students 
are. Have you tried everything you can to re- 
lax? Sleeping? Punching your pillow? Scream- 
ing? Partying? Gorging on food? Then you 
haven't tried everything. You haven't tried po- 
etry. 

To many, this art form has the reputation 
of being boring and convoluted. It is a repu- 
tation that usually manifests during middle or 
high school when, in your English classes, you 
trudged through those confusing phrases by 
poets that existed well before your time and 
had to write analyses afterward. My favorite 
kind of poetry does not only include the poems 
that are generally covered in high school Eng- 
lish classes. It takes on many different shapes, 
sizes, and colors. It’s short, long, written, ver- 
bal, simple, complicated, sarcastic, inspiring, 
laugh-out-loud hilarious, tear-jerking, and 
happy. When I read poetry for fun, I don’t try 
to analyze it. I just read, and in doing so, I be- 
come absorbed, forgetting about my stress. 

Writing poetry takes on the same function. 
It is a wonderful vehicle of expression for peo- 
ple from all walks of life, one that is incredibly 
cathartic. While the process may at times be 
frustrating, it is ultimately very satisfying and 
liberating. There is a huge sense of relief that 
goes along with finishing a poem and a huge 
sense of pride that, if you take that extra step, 
goes along with publishing. When 1 complete 
a poem, I always feel significantly less stressed 
than before I started it and seeing my poems 
published not only fills me with great pride but 
also is very comforting. 

Now, let's talk performance poetry. The 


CULTURE 


poetic 


first time I went to a poetry 
reading was last year, my 
freshman year, and it was 
for my creative writing class. 
I entered the Rutgers Stu- 
dent Center's Multipurpose Room with mixed 
feelings of fatigue and excitement. When the 
first poet stepped on stage and began to read 
her piece, I was hooked. There was a unique 
beauty to each word that was different from 
the beauty of written words. As I looked 
around the medium-sized room, I saw that it 
was almost filled to capacity, their faces rapt 
with attention. Here were students who shared 
the same love and appreciation for poetry that 
I did. 

Being part of an audience and watching 
someone perform, new or established, is al- 
ways a great experience; different from the in- 
dividualistic experience of reading poetry but 
equally, if not more, absorbing. The content of 
the piece becomes more imaginable, more viv- 
id. It grabs you, makes you forget about every- 
thing that normally stresses you out, and gets 
you thinking wholly about the emotions of the 
piece rather than your own tension. And like 
writing and publishing, performing and seeing 
the audience applaud is also—1 am sure— very 
freeing and a source of release. 

Reading, writing, listening, and/or per- 
forming are not only activities that provide a 
release from college stress but can also fill you 
with pride, satisfaction, contentment, and com- 
fort, emotions that we all need to have when 
we're overwhelmed with stress and tension that 
1s so common in college. 


Poetry at Rutgers 


by Nina Guttapalle 
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In May 1993, the bodies of three eight- 
year old boys were found bound and 
naked in a creek in West Memphis, 
Arkansas.Nine months later, three 


teenagers who loved metal music and 


dressed in black were convicted of the 


murders. One was sentenced to death. 


After almost 19 years in prison and 
multiple appeals, the West Memphis 


Three were exonerated of the crime 


with the emergence of new evidence. 


They were released this summer. 
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"ve risen from my seat in Lincoln 
Center's Alice Tully Hall, and I look 
up to see Damien Echols, Jason Bald- 
win, and Jesse Misskelley Jr. looking 
back at me, cracking smiles from the 
balcony. We have all just gone on a 
journey, that of these three extraor- 
dinary men over the past twenty years of their lives, 
and as we all come together for a standing ovation 
it is clear that everyone has been touched by their 
story. Directors Joe Berlinger and Bruce Sinofsky 
have concluded the tale of the West Memphis Three 
with the third installment of their documentary se- 
ries, “Paradise Lost 3: Purgatory.” 

The film takes the audience back to the very be- 
ginning in West Memphis, Arkansas, with the mur- 
der of three young boys in the forest known as Robin 
Hood Hills. The small, conservative community 
was going through a scare: families were terrified 
of satanic worshippers, fearing that everyone who 
listened to Metallica, wore black tee-shirts, and had 
long hair must be a fervent demonic fiend, and this 


paranoia almost cost Damien Echols his life. Ber- 
linger and Sinofsky initially went to Arkansas to 
create a movie about how these demonic teenagers 
had sacrificed innocent children, but it became ap- 
parent to the filmmakers that the story was in fact 
very different. “One and one was not equaling two,” 
said Sinofsky. The prosecution built a case against 
the West Memphis Three based on the false confes- 
sion from Jesse Misskelley, forced by hours of police 
interrogation. Copious amounts of evidence were 
lost, proof that could have asserted the West Mem- 
phis Three's innocence, but instead the prosecution 
presented Damien's books on Wicca and Magick as 
a testament to Damien's “satanic” tendencies. Ul- 
timately, all three teens were charged with three 
counts of murder, and Damien was sentenced to 
death. 

Berlinger and Sinofsky shed light on the town's 
brutal misconceptions about those who were differ- 
ent and their unwillingness to judge based on evi- 
dence, facts, and content of character. Local media 
1076 at Damien’s reputation, and Sinofsky admitted: 

“we had heard that Damien was this sort of narcissis- 
tic, scary guy. So when we saw him in the courtroom, 
he was craning his neck looking around the back of 
the courtroom, and we fell into the same trap that a 
lot of people fell into. We thought he looked evil; the 
hairs on the back of our necks raised when he turned 
around.” The media's image of the West Memphis 
Three infiltrated not only Berlinger and Sinofsky 
but the jury as well. People walked into the court- 
room already believing that Damien was a sort of 
anti-christ, as if everyone was already aware of all 
that was to be known. “It wasn't until we met him,” 
describes Sinofsky, “and did one-on-one interviews 
with him that we had a completely different view 
of him. We found him to be very bright, intelligent, 
slightly effeminate, and Joe and I didn't believe that 
he could have done something like this.” Unfortu- 
nately, many people never saw this side of Damien 
and his peers, and thus only his outward appearance 
shaped the opinion of others. Individuality is often 
something taken for granted, especially in the di- 
verse city of New Brunswick, but Sinofsky explains, 
“In West Memphis, Arkansas, being different also 
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Paradise Lost 3: Purgatory was directed by Joe Berlinger and 
Bruce Sniofsky. Photo provided by Sonia Karas. 
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AMERICA'S DEFINITION 
OF JUSTICE HAS BECOME 


CONVICTION OF THE WEST 
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meant being guilty.” 

After eighteen long years of work and support 
from people like Johnny Depp and Eddie Vedder, 
the West Memphis Three were finally released on 
August 19th by an Alford Plea, a rare and complex 
legal mechanism that required the men to admit 
guilt while still asserting their innocence. Jason 
Baldwin said, “It’s not justice, but they’re trying to 
kill Damien,” and the Alford Plea was the only way 
to save him. Unfortunately the plea is also a sym- 
bolic closing to the case, for even though the real 
killer has not been found, because the terms of the 
plea dictate that all three men must technically ad- 
mit guilt, the state of Arkansas no longer has reason 
to further pursue the case. The state knew that fur- 
ther pursuing the case would have cost lots of money 
and could potentially point out that they wrongly 
incarcerated three men for eighteen years, a trial 
too risky to allow. Originally, before the plea was 
announced, HBO was going to air the first cut of 
“Paradise Lost 3” in November directly before the 
evidentiary hearing, which obviously placed loads of 
pressure on Arkansas officials. Sinofsky also points 
out that because of the Alford Plea placing the blame 
on Jesse, Jason, and Damien, the real killers have no 
reason to be found or to ever speak up. “It’s a safe bet 
that the person who did it is going to get away with 
murder,” Sinofsky says, “It’s always going to be a 
mystery. Three little boys died, and they’re the only 
ones who know who did it.” 

While answering many questions and leaving 
people with a sense of triumph, “Paradise Lost 3: 
Purgatory” still raises concerns about today’s jus- 
tice system. Jesse, Jason, and Damien are not the 
only wrongly convicted prisoners, and their victory 
should inspire people to reexamine how lives can 
be ruined, or taken, by a corrupt system. America’s 
definition of justice has become skewed; the initial 
conviction of the West Memphis Three helped many 
people sleep at night, 
merely because there 
was someone, any- 
one, in prison. The 
story of the West 
Three is 
an exceptional one, 


SKEWED; THE INITIAL Memphis 


and Damien realizes 


“These people would have gotten away with murder- 
ing me, if it would not have been for what you guys 
did”-—a statement not to be taken lightly. 

In an open discussion after the film, Jason re- 
vealed that he is looking to begin college while also 
continuing to pursue art, one of his long-time hob- 
bies. Damien plans to continue writing while spend- 
ing time with his wife of twelve years. The demeanor 
of both men was somewhat somber after the film; 
Damien sulked slightly in his chair, answering ques- 
tions about his past in a detached sort of way. He 
expressed that while all three still have the ability 
to continue to fight to be fully exonerated, all he re- 
ally wants to do is put all this past him and move 
on as best he can. The thought of taking an hour 
and a half to relive the hardest struggle of your life 
is a frightening one, just another testament to the 
strength of the three men. Sinofsky spoke of interest 
in possibly revisiting the Three down the road from 
now to see how they have adapted to life outside of 
prison, but he also points out that it's no longer nec- 
essarily in the best interest of the men. At some point, 
we all must move on. 

Directly after the screening, HBO hosted an af- 
ter party at the Hudson Hotel, a chance not only to 
celebrate but also to join the West Memphis Three 
in a night of freedom. By far one of the most pro- 
found moments of my night was talking to Damien, 
who appeared far more comfortable when amongst 
his friends. Despite so many years in isolation, his 
ability to connect and communicate was far beyond 
what I had anticipated from the reserved man on 
stage just an hour before. He looked right into my 
eyes as he spoke to me, smiling and so friendly to 
a stranger. It can be easy to forget that this story 1s 
not all that defines these men, that there is far more 
than the label “West Memphis Three.” While sitting 
with Jesse Misskelley and his family, no one spoke of 
jail or the trial; instead we discussed the best pizza 
places in the city, and they told tales of getting lost 
on the way to Macy's in Time Square. 

Normalcy is a hard term to define in any capac- 
ity, but freedom and the right to follow your dreams 
seems like the most fitting for Damien, Jason, and 
Jesse. One must find a way to forgive to release the 
enormous burden, while still remembering the try- 
ing moments that shaped the people they have be- 


MEMPHIS THREE HELPED 
MANY PEOPLE SLEEP AT 
NIGHT, MERELY BECAUSE 
THERE WAS SOMEONE, 
ANYONE, IN PRISON. 


the profound impact come today. 


the films had on him: 


LOVE 
TODAY 


nextTHURSDAY 


Love Today is a sweet film, one of those romantic 
comedies you enjoy a lot while watching the same 
way you enjoy eating a piece of candy. However, you 
usually don’t remember the individual pieces of can- 
dy you've had throughout your life, at least not in the 
same way you'd remember fine desserts. Love Today 
is of course not a fine dessert—it’s an overall worth- 
while but somewhat forgettable romantic comedy 
that gives you exactly what you expect from it: noth- 
ing more, nothing less. There’s nothing wrong with 
that, though, and Pd gladly watch it again in the 
same way Pd pop two Butterfingers into my mouth. 

Love Today follows Indira, a woman in her early 
30s who has devoted almost all of her adult life to 
pursuing her career as a television writer, working 
so hard that she has not really had time to ever form 
a meaningful romantic relationship. This is in spite 
of the fact that she writes for one of those soapy dra- 
mas that are filled with nothing but people having 
sex and falling in love with one another and then 
getting jealous at the thought that their lover may 
be cheating. However, after the show’s ratings take a 
dive, her boss calls her in and tells her that the show 
needs more raw romantic passion and that her years 
of being single may be preventing her from infusing 
1t with that. She is given an ultimatum: get a steady 
boyfriend or lose her job. The movie then follows her 
quest as she searches for the right man, with the help 
of her wacky friends of course. In doing so, she may 
also gain a different perspective of what's important 
in life. 


yesterdaytomorrow 


Forever 


A Romantic Comedy Review 
by Edward Reep 
illustration by Max Rosenberg 


There were times during Love Today when I was 
genuinely touched and also times when I had a big 
smile on my face. I can say that about any decent 
routine romantic comedy, though, and Love Today 
was routine. If you had a checklist of romantic com- 
edy cliches and tropes, you’d find it almost exhaust- 
ed after watching Love Today. That's okay, though. 
That's what I wanted. I wanted to see the same fa- 
miliar elements we'd been seeing since Christopher 
Marlow's plays; they're used because they work. 

This movie also made me think on occasion, 
which was appreciated, though not enough to distin- 
guish the film. No deep themes were explored, but 
this movie does have something to say about how an 
artist's life relates to his or her work. Do writers have 
to be personally familiar with what they're writing 
about to properly capture it? Is it suffering or hap- 
piness that drives great expression? None of these 
questions received complete justice, but I was happy 
with the fact that they were even asked. 

I recommend Love Today to anyone who appre- 
ciates romantic comedies—they should consider see- 
ing it in theaters. It's no classic, but anybody who 
wants a fun afternoon should order it from Qwikster 
when it comes out on DVD. 
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Destructive Criminals or Unique Artists? 
The Story of Graffiti Writers 


by Spencer Morrison 


DETERMINE THE AMOUNT OF 


At around 3 a.m. on a cold night last week, a man 
dressed in all black broke into private property. If 
he was arrested, the crime he planned to do could 
have resulted in tens of thousands of dollars in fines 
or even jail time. 

It was a graffiti writer heading to high-traffic 
train tracks to paint the walls of one of the Newark 
railroads. To him, he was simply giving something 
entertaining to look at to all the bored people going 
to work the next day. He began to spray paint these 
four six-foot-high letters, writing “Ason” in a rail- 
road tunnel for hundreds of commuters to see every 
day. He was alert like prey hiding from its hunter. 
He had to watch out so he didn't get run over by 
a train, arrested by transit police, or mugged by 
homeless people. 

Although there were many dangers involved, this 
was what thrilled him, he said. “Pve heard of a lot 
of crazy stories, from kids being smashed by trains 
to writers getting into police chases that ended in 
helicopters being involved. Being arrested is always 
a possibility. If you write for enough time you will 
definitely get into your fair share of chases, but the 
risks are part of the game,” Ason said. 

According to him, the things that determine the 
amount of respect a writer receives is how much 
skill they have, how many spots they hit, and how 
high- 


location 


dangerous or 
THETMNGSTHAT e a 


was. He always aims 
for these risky places 


RESPECT A WRITER RECEIVES 
IS HOW MUCH SKILL THEY 
HAVE, HOW MANY SPOTS 


and because of this 
he constantly ends 
up in life-threaten- 
ing situations. “One 
time I was painting 


in Newark and then police ran up on me. Instead 
of arresting me, they dropped me off in the middle 
of the Baxter Terrace Projects alone. I had to walk 
home from the one of the worst hoods in Jersey while 
trying not to get robbed or killed just for hitting a 
couple tags," Ason said. 

With all the troubles that writing graffiti brings, 
there is sometimes a positive result of painting. A 
couple of months ago, New Jersey native Carmelo 

“Snow” Sigona was featured on MT V2’s Sucker Free 
Sunday Countdown. A few wecks later, the Star 
Ledger’s lead story was on him as well. In both seg- 
ments, he talked about how after thirty years of writ- 
ing illegally,and being locked up a couple of times, 
he started to use his graffiti less as a form of destruc- 
tion and more as an art form. He began painting 
walls with permission and sometimes even did art- 
work for celebrities ranging from Wu-Tang Clan to 
Chris Brown. 

Ason began looking for legal walls as well and 
has traveled everywhere from all over Newark to as 
far as Virginia. Now whole storefronts are covered 
with his and the rest of his crew’s names. “Nothing's 
better than being able to do huge pieces of graffiti 
in the daytime and laugh at cops because they can’t 
mess with you. Plus sometimes you get paid,” he said. 

At the end of the interview, I asked him if he now 
planned on quitting writing illegally and sticking to 
eraffiti as strictly an art form. He simply smiled, put 
on his backpack filled with spray paint, and van- 
ished into the night. 


Spencer Morrison 1s editor-in-chief of Art Official Press, 
a magazine covering graffiti, other art forms, skateboarding, 
music, food, and more. The winter issue will be released De- 
cember 31st, 2011. issuu.com/artofficialpress 


THEY HIT, AND HOW 
DANGEROUS OR HIGH- 
PROFILE A LOCATION WAS. 


Photos by Samantha Kelly (top and 
middle left), Zac Schaffner (middle 
right), and a piece by Ason (bottom). 
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Photos by Sophia de Baun 
(top left) and Sally Reisch 


by Kelly Barton 


Top: Occupy Wall 
Street rallies post- 
eviction, November 
15th 2011. Photo by Eric 
Weinstein. Illustration 
by Derek Springsteen 


Whether you like it or not, Occupy 
Wall Street has probably managed to pop 
up on your radar at some point since mid- 
September. In what can be described as 
our generation’s Vietnam protest equiva- 
lent, Occupy has spread beyond its US 
inception to over 900 cities worldwide. 

Not an adamant activist but one of 
the 99% myself, I was stoked to find that 
on the same day I was attending a Por- 
tugal. The Man show in Philadelphia, 
they would also be playing Occupy Philly 
earlier in the afternoon. This wasn't so 
much a surprise as it was a convenient co- 
incidence, as Portugal have always been 
politically involved and had played Oc- 
cupy Minneapolis a few weeks prior. Yet 
as I mapped out my destination points in 
Philly, I started to think about the vast- 
ness of the Occupy movement itself and 
how music plays a much greater role in 
these demonstrations than I realized. 

What started as a band of cardboard- 
dwelling activists, Occupy has expanded 


into so much more, including actual bands full of 
activists. While mostly local musicians find their 
way into demonstrations, more and more major la- 
bel acts are getting involved. From Talib Kweli to 
Circa Survive and Jeff Mangum of Neutral Milk 
Hotel, the genres, personalities, and conventions of 
musicians involved in Occupy are just as broad as 
the protesters who aren’t musically inclined. Yet the 
message remains the same: we are the 99% and our 
current economy is not cool beans. 

Music has played such an immense role in Oc- 
cupy that the movement has spawned its own branch 
of activists (occupymusicians.com & occupymusic. 
org) responsible for reaching out to musicians, ex- 
panding the media that Occupy uses in its effort to 
change the status quo. This coalition of musical en- 
thusiasts is managing to pull big names and create 
a center for Occupy Music to focus within, without 
distracting from the cause. 

While some skeptics may find “major label acts 
at Occupy” an oxymoron, what needs to be under- 
stood about these famous musicians’ involvement is 
that our country's current economic climate is af- 
fecting everyone. Even more importantly, now that 
so many protests are being shut down, the aid of 
well-known voices, like Sonic Youth and Fugazi, is 
something the movement is gladly embracing. 

Maybe you're waiting for Occupy to fizzle out; 
maybe you’re waiting for your chance to evade po- 
lice on the Brooklyn Bridge while chanting “No 
Sleep Till Brooklyn,” or maybe you’re waiting for a 
modern day Bob Dylan to take the stage with a cur- 
rent rendition of “Slow Train.” Either way, this revo- 
lution is being televised, and it’s only getting louder. 


GENERATION Y CLASSICS 


When I think of classic songs, I immediately start 
humming Zeppelin, The Beatles, Queen, or Floyd. 
These rock gods were what my father had flowing 
out of his record chest when I was younger. I would 
lie on the floor, forbidden from touching the needle 
on the player, left with hours to admire the likes of 
Physical Graffiti and Magical Mystery Tour. Now 
that I have those albums conveniently condensed, 
Ive often thought about what record chest Td be 
sharing with my kids. As I sift through my iTunes, 
this task gets substantially more daunting with each 
scroll. 

In the days of rock ‘n’ rolls dominance over the 
music industry, the odds of meeting someone mu- 
sically compatible had to be easier than it is now. 
Times used to be simpler; the Top 40 was dripping 
with brilliance, and Pm way too young to be able to 
say that. 

But think of this: you’ve just met someone new, 
and you're swapping your interests. Your favorite 
songs are often ones that this someone has never 
even heard. 

What’s going to happen twenty years from now, 
when we're old enough to reminisce about our col- 
lege triumphs in Kings and Pong, and we try to ex- 
plain to the younger generation what we were listen- 
ing to in the wildest years of our lives? 

Despite the fact that we live in a one-hit-wonder 
society, there are still names in the Top 40 we’re go- 
ing to remember for the rest of our lives. But will 
we remember Gaga as the Madonna of our time, or 
does Britney Spears hold that title? 

What’s difficult about defining what a classic will 
be in the future (aside from lacking the divine power 
to prophesize such a serious subject) is that my clas- 
sic songs and yours will realistically be different in 
every way possible. 

While there’s no such thing as too much music, 
what our future faces is a vast disconnect between 
what we deem “classics.” While I frame my Brand 
New tickets, you might be framing a Beyoncé poster. 

One thing we’ll probably be able to agree on is 
that we'll be showing off our musical elitism of the 
good ol’ days, by whipping out our classic iPods and 
iPhones. We’ll watch as our children gawk at the 


absurdity of our once-hip gadgets 
as you may have with your parents’ 
record players, boom-boxes, and 
8-track players. 

How would I define a classic? Are 
they the songs that got me through 
the rainy days chasing the EE down 
George Street? Are they going to be 
the songs that played on every radio 
station across the country? If I was 
Bill or Ted, maybe Td have an an- 
swer, but the only safe prediction I 
can think to make is that we don't 
have a Marky Mark and the Funky 
Bunch. And that's something to 
boast about. 


MUSIC 


by Kelly Barton 
illustration by 
Derek Spingsteen 
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MUSIC: 
HOT JUST 
FOR YOUR 
EARS 
ANYMORE 


The last time I stepped foot in an art museum, 
I remember glancing at numerous paintings by Pi- 
casso, Van Gogh, Monet, and Manet. Is it strange 
that I also can recall the music I was listening to 
while observing these paintings? It was the same 
music I put on while wandering in the Zimmerli Art 
Museum the other day. Is there a reason why I keep 
listening to the same type of music when Pm sur- 
rounded by art? 

Art can be seen with the human eye—the brush- 
strokes, colors, sculpted limbs, life-like, or deranged 
characteristics. With music, it can be more of an 
emotional experience with the beats and rhythms 
moving through the dancing body. 

This keenness for music and art that exists in 
my daily life has made me wonder if a relationship 
between these two prominent areas actually exists. 
For instance, I found myself flipping through my 
collection of art books while listening to M83’s new 
album that is extraordinarily dreamlike, hazy, and 
quite thought provoking. I ended up staring at one 
painting for twenty minutes. M83 provoked deep 
thoughts and questions regarding the painting of 
two circles and squares that is somehow perceived 
as art modern art of course. 

I deeply pondered the true meaning behind the 
geometric shapes as M83’s chorus of dreamy, elec- 
tronica beats accelerated and intensified. I was put 
in a surreal cloud of emotions and thoughts as all 
the musical instruments passionately and simultane- 
ously blasted in my ears. I even wondered why one 
circle was green while the other one was yellow! 

Well, what if I was listening to Daft Punk? Then 
how would I perceive that simple artwork? First off, 


A trip to the museum becomes 
a cerebral experience when 
music and art collide 


by SELEN ALTIOK 


I would probably feel like a complete badass. But 
more importantly, Daft Punk's intense beats and ro- 
botic voices would push me to perceive it as a plain, 
unimaginative piece. Where’s all the chaotic brush- 
strokes, mind-boggling colors and spastic lines that 
correlate so well with these amazing rapid thuds? 
If I wasn’t listening to any music, there would be a 
lack of patience and admiration for such a feature- 
less artwork. The dreamy, absent-mindedness state 
stimulated by music diminishes once the earphones 
are pulled out. For those of you art lovers, did you 
ever realize that there is a certain type of music that 
provokes sentimentality, especially while observing 
art? It’s as if the music entraps the individual in a 
bubble with the art piece. What occurs is an experi- 
ence observing the artwork while emotionally grasp- 
ing the rhythmic beats of the music. 

Is the connection between the two how one per- 
ceives art while listening to one type of music ver- 
sus another? My perception of any artwork changes 
along with the music I listen to. If my music can 
create an environment made to view and appreciate 
the beauty of artworks, I tend to observe more at- 
tentively and question specific details. 

Music can alter an individual's way of preserving 
an artwork by mentally absorbing them and enhanc- 
ing their pensiveness 
and creativity. What 
is quite interesting 
is the music variety 
that exists in musi- 
cal preferences that 
can transform per- 
ceptions of art. 


| TEND TO OBSERVE 


MUSIC 


IF MY MUSIC CAN CREATE 
AN ENVIRONMENT MADE 
TOVIEW AND APPRECIATE 
THE BEAUTY OF ARTWORKS, 


MORE ATTENTIVELY AND 
QUESTION SPECIFIC DETAILS, 
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MUSIC 


's a little after 10 PM on a Thursday 

night, and I’m surrounded by a crowd 

of sweaty dudes. Hundreds of sweaty 

dudes, in fact, and a bunch of them look 
like they are still in high school. And all these sweaty 
boys are hitting on me. Literally. I’ve been hit in the 
ribs a couple times, and the guy standing behind me 
keeps bringing his forearm down rhythmically on 
the back of my head. And in this moment, I’m com- 
pletely cool with all of it. 

Pm not at some kind of junior frat party turned 
amateur fight club. I’m at a sold out hip-hop show 
at Terminal 5 in New York City. The act on stage is 
Childish Gambino, the rapping alter ego of the actor, 
comedian, and writer Donald Glover. The quadru- 
ple-threat started making and releasing mix tapes 
while he was just an undergrad at NYU. Despite his 
Childish moniker, Glover grew up to be a more seri- 
ous artist, releasing an EP last spring and his debut 
studio album “Camp” this month. Although Gam- 
bino is far from famous in the rap world, he’s well 
known for drawing a significant crowd to every show 
he puts on. But how seriously can these listeners re- 
ally take a rapping comedian? 

Seriously enough to travel three hours to New 
York on a school night, says one teenage guy stand- 
ing nearby. Pm surveying the room before Gambino 
takes the stage. I overhear several kids 
excitedly sharing what they put in jeop- 
ardy to come to the show: a midterm in 
the morning, a disgruntled girlfriend 
who couldn’t get a ticket, a thesis paper, 
an overprotective mom. Despite these 
sentiments, most of the crowd appears 
less enthused. I notice a few older guys 
around the room standing defensively 
close to their girlfriends, as if to protect 
them from the sea of teenage boys. As I 
size up these people, I realize no one is 
dancing to the DJ’s set. I tell my friends 
aloud that I feel bad for Gambino; his crowd is so 
lame. The truth is that Pm painfully nervous to be 
considered lame. Pm paranoid PII look stupid if Pm 
the first to dance, especially in such a strangely un- 
related crowd of people. I decide it’s better to play it 
cool than look ridiculous. I nod my head to the beat, 
but I feel out of place. 

Then Gambino takes the stage. He opens with the 
bombastic anthem “Hero,” single-handedly rescuing 
the crowd from the apprehensive and awkward mid- 
dle-school-dance-like state it was in moments ago. 
Within two songs time, Im jumping around with 
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overly excited high school students and perturbed 
older boyfriends alike. Together, we shout Gam- 
bino’s line that name drops “Invader Zim” with the 
same enthusiasm we use to collectively declare, “fuck 
nerdcore, fuck backpack, fuck rap cool, I make cool 
rap.” His nerdy references are refreshing, while his 
dismissal of the ideas of both the cool and subversive 
rap genres draw in listeners who feel alienated by the 
typical tropes of rappers. It seems that no fan in his 
crowd wants to feel indie, mainstream, or otherwise. 
They simply crave the often-neglected area of com- 
mon ground. 
This is not to say that Gambino’s references 
are universally relatable. His past tracks featured 
the recurring themes of writing comedy with Tina 
Fey, having a thing for Asian girls, and a plethora 
of clever puns about his dick. Even on his new track 
“Bonfire,” Gambino's “dick is like accent mark, it’s 
all about the over-e’s.” But it’s this confident yet 
clever dick-tion that gives his music a feeling of real- 
ness instead of the artificiality that comes of empty 
bragging. The relatable nature of his music lies in 
the fact that his exuberant flair for firing off smart 
references never comes without the underlying theme 
of self-doubt. He questions whether there’s “room in 
the game for a lame who rhymes, wears short shorts 
and makes jokes sometimes” on “All the Shine.” This 
blatant honesty about the alienation he 
feels from the rap community ultimately 
draws on the universal fear of not being 
cool enough. 

Perhaps the lamest thing someone 
can do is assume that they don’t have 
anything in common with the people 
around them. Gambino’s rap insists that 
there’s no street cred in playing it cool. 
I probably looked far more ridiculous 
staring at the people around me (search- 
ing for the differences I needed in order 
to write about his diverse fan base) than 

I would have if Pd just asked them their opinions. In 
fact, Pm probably wrong about most of the observa- 
tions I made about this crowd of sweaty dudes. But 
the fact remains that at some point on this particu- 
lar Thursday night at around 10 PM, an extremely 
self-conscious and overly self-absorbed college girl 
stopped thinking about what to take seriously. She 
stopped thinking of everyone around her as a sweaty 
dude, a high school nerd, or a disgruntled boyfriend. 
She was one out of a couple hundred people enjoying 
the same moment. And she was completely cool with 
all of it. 


“SA Night with Childish Gambino, 
Aor. How to Protect Your Swag 
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by Crissy Milazzo 


* 
४ He's come a long way since 
| “Bro Rape.” Original photo 
: by Anita Kambhampati 


1980s 


the soundtack decade 
by emily maas 


Disclaimer: This article is about music featured in 80s movies but will 
not cover John Williams in any aspect. It’s not that John Williams’s com- 
positions are unworthy of competing with the examples provided; it’s more 
like they’re overqualified. I apologize to any Star Wars, Indiana jones, or 
E.T. fans ahead of time. 


Ive always been a bit of a soundtrack nut. I'll re- 
fer to a song as being from a particular movie rather 
than from a certain album. From what I have no- 
ticed, the 1980s generally had the best soundtracks 
all with a quality not found since. If you read that 
sentence and thought “Whatchw’ talkin’ ‘bout, Wil- 
lis?”, I will tell you what I am talkin’ ‘bout. 

Pm talking about that one song from that scene 
in your favorite eighties movie that you play over and 
over again. It’s “(Pve Had) The Time of My Life” 
from Dirty Dancing or “Twist and Shout” from Fer- 
ris Bueller’s Day Off. These movies have given these 
songs a timelessness, and in turn, these songs help 
us to recall what we loved most about these movies. 
Now, the eighties weren’t the only decade where these 
sorts of movie-music partnerships happened, but this 
certainly is most prominent in 1980s movie culture. 
It is not, however, going completely unnoticed today. 
Maybe the 80s movie music hit is heading back for a 
comeback. 

Ive characterized these movie song hits into two 
categories: 


Love Ballads 


These are pretty self-explanatory. 


Feel-Good Songs 


Those songs you repeat just to dance and jump 


Those songs you repeat just to dance and jump 


around to when nobody’s looking. 


EYE OF THE TIGER 
ROCKY IH 
Who hasn’t danced to this? 


FOOTLOOSE 
FOOTLOOSE 


EVERYBODY NEEDS 


SOMEBODY TO LOVE 

The Blues Brothers 

This entire movie is filled with great 
songs. 


JOHNNY B. GOODE 
Back to the Future 
My personal favorite. 


around to when nobody’s looking. 


OLD TIME ROCK AND ROLL 
RISKY BUSINESS 
Such a classic. 


TWIST AND SHOUT 
FERRIS BUELLER'S DAY OFF 


DAY-O 
BEETLEJUICE 


LOVE IS STRANGE 

DIRTY DANCING 

Not necessarily a “Feel-Good Song,” 
but the lip-syncing aspect is hard 

to ignore. 


TRY A LITTLE TENDERNESS 
PRETTY IN PINK 
Gotta love Duckie. 


(PVE HAD) THE TIME OF 
MY LIFE 

DIRTY DANCING 

Probably the most popular of 

them all. 


UNCHAINED MELODY 
GHOST 


IN YOUR EYES 
SAY ANYTHING 


TAKE MY BREATH AWAY 
TOP GUN 


IF YOU WERE HERE 
SIXTEEN CANDLES 


I planned to reinvent myself at college. While the 
popular girls from my high school were gaining the 
freshman 15 and the nerds were turning into Lindsay 
Lohan, I would be hitting the gym, hitting the books, 
and coming home on breaks with five times the con- 
fidence and insight I had at graduation. Instead, Pll 
be returning home with permanent bags under my 
eyes and a thinner wallet instead of a thinner waist- 
line. 

I first noticed a change in my lifestyle habits when 
I woke up craving coffee. Coffee has never really 
been my thing, but it didn’t take me long to real- 
ize that in a world full of 8:10 lectures and sleepless 
nights, I would have no other option than to sweeten 
my attitude towards the bitter drink. Now it’s not like 
Pm not used to staying up late. I was quite the night 
owl all through high school and I always felt that I 
did my best work in the wee hours of the night. By 
work I mean Facebook creeping, painting my nails, 
and texting my friends. And that is where the differ- 
ence is. Now as the hours on the clock tick away, Pm 
buried in my books, exhausting not only my body but 
also my mind. 

Once I wake up enough to be able to function 


No freshmen were harmed in the making of this photo. 


in public it’s off to Brower 
Commons to get my sleep- 
deprived body some caloric 
energy. Staying healthy and 
fit has always been a big 
deal to me, so I keep only healthy snack foods in the 
dorm, and I frequent the College Ave gym on the reg. 
I thought I had outsmarted the freshman 15 until 
Brower introduced my figure to its worst enemy: the 
frozen yogurt machine. The variety of flavors and 
the abundance of toppings is any frozen treat lovers 
dream. I’ve tried to limit myself to having only one 
bowl a week, but I caved after the third day. 

Pve come to learn that from sleep schedules to 
eating habits, college is full of adjustments. But I’ve 
also come to realize that these adjustments also bring 
growth. Sure I may be slightly sleep deprived, but 
I’ve learned how to work towards a goal. Sure I may 
eat more sweets than I used to, but Tm sharing with 
friends and building life-long friendships. So maybe 
I can't reinvent myself; maybe it’s something that just 
naturally happens. But I am more than excited for 
whatever these next four years throw at me, and I 
can’t wait to see who I become. 
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Metamorphosiz’d 
by Jessica Britvich 


My near daily trips to Alexander Library usually end 
in one emotion: anger. I have long since abandoned the first 
‚Floor world of vibrating desks, sweatpants, and studying as 
a social activity, but my travels to higher floors have become 
even further affirmation that the library is an awful place to 
get work done. I purposefully chose my usual desk between 
the French avant-garde and a window overlooking the College 
Ave smokestack in order to induce the highest level of modern 
thinking. Yet I regularly fail in this regard, succumbing not to 
decaffeinated daydreams, but rather, pure disgust. I literally 


POTPOURRI 


want to take a shit on Baudelaire's face. I alternate between 
offing myself from the roof of Brower or the parking garage as 
an alternative to writing my thesis. 

So I began asking around for low-key places people have 
sought ought in similar times of despair. It was pleasing to see 
that most associated peacefulness with being outdoors. Tak- 
ing up their suggestions, I set out to explore this makeshift 
Rutgers wilderness and find a serene spot I can take refuge 
in when I begin to feel the swelling of deep-seated anger in 
the library. 


Hidden Field, 
Douglass: 

Enter from the field with the roll- 
ing hills behind Gibbons and cut diag- 
onally across toward the right. There 
you'll find a shabby entrance to a trail 
that takes you through a nice stretch 
of woods. Once you hit the campfire 
site, bear right, and walk up towards 
higher ground. You'll find yourself 
on the edge of a circular field—tiny, 
rather eerie, the kind of place you’d 
stumble upon a severed ear. Hastily 
continue straight through, and you’re 
standing at the top of a slope, over- 
looking a dried up ravine filled with 
mud and garbage. Congrats Davy 
Crockett, here’s your peaceful fucking 
river valley. 

Sorry, let me settle myself. This 
place isn’t entirely bad. The conflu- 
ence of woodsy silence and topograph- 
ic shape lends a vast, thunderous crack 
to each step of the squirrels navigat- 
ing the lofty branches above. Actually 
though, reliving that sentence fills me 
with dread and anxiety. An irrational 
fear of being confronted by a bear sur- 
faces deep inside me, and I suddenly 
can’t tune out the droning of cars 
from Route 18. No, this place isn’t fit 
for studying. I retreat past burnt wa- 
ter bottles and empty Lay’s bags and 
move on with my search. 


Rutgers Ecological Preserve, 
Livingston: 

Take the bus to Livingston Cam- 
pus, and get off at the Quads. Walk in 
the direction of the storage buildings 
and trailers until you hit the entrance 
on the right. Pass the porta-potties 
and take your pick from a number of 
different walking trails. 

It’s a great feeling to enter the pre- 
serve, insulated from Livingston’s tow- 
ering gloom—almost like returning to 
the womb. There’s an uncanny resem- 
blance to the placid universe my mind 
pauses at the gate of when I need to 
get work done. I am struck by a desire 
to read Adorno’s essay on Kafka, so I 
walk along, take a seat on some con- 
crete overlooking a drop in the steady- 
flowing stream, and sit cross-legged 
with my book. So human dignity is the 
supreme bourgeois concept. 

Satisfied, I begin following the 
trail back to the road, when I notice 
a man with a mustache walking pace 
for pace with me on the trail above the 
stream. I instantly feel danger—this 
man is not enjoying nature in earnest. 
I slow down until he is out of sight, but 
within moments, he’s turning around 
and walking towards me. We cross 
paths; he doesn’t return my hello, and 
Pm moving fast, when a white-beard- 
ed man walking my way comes into 
sight. Conceiving a situation where 
the mustached man is a lookout guy 
for the white-bearded man's heinous 
crime, I bolt down the first trail I see, 
which drops me off on some street 
fifteen minutes from where I started. 
Peacefulness in the Rutgers Ecological 
Preserve I learn is fleeting. 


Willow Grove Cemetery, 
Downtown New Brunswick: 
Get off the EE at Rockoff Hall, and 

walk up Morris St., behind the 7-11, 
where the cemetery stretches along 
your left. Enter through an open gate, 
and take in the three distinct sections 
that make up the cemetery. 

My visit to Willow Grove happens 
to coincide with a church fair in the 
middle of the street, where everyone 
is dressed in purple and a brass band 
is playing. But somehow, the noise 
doesn’t become bothersome. Maybe 
I get lost in the mystique of the cem- 
etery. The place is mostly unkempt, 
so I don’t exactly feel as if Pm tram- 
pling over some person’s eternal rest- 
ing place. Pm comfortable enough to 
plop down beside a hundred-fifty-year 
old tombstone with a faded inscription, 
and read the Duino Elegies. 

I find there is something inexpli- 
cably peaceful about the cemetery. 
Sure, it’s the most urban of all three 
places and I’ve really been negligent 
in mentioning the amount of scat- 
tered Cobra cans there. Still, I cannot 
help but acquiesce to the graveyard’s 
pleasant morbidity. The library is full 
of the dead souls of Rutgers students. 
But among the dead of Willow Grove, 
their overgrown grass and shady buri- 
al plots, I think I find a few allies in 
peace and quiet. 
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Growing 


up in a lush, green suburb, similar to the leafy, 
grassy suburb you may be from, I tend to believe 
that I possess a sort of inner-Adam (like my sister’s 
inner-Eve) when it comes to gardens. Those of us 
with inner-Adams or Eves appreciate a nice flower 
when we see or smell one. We like to lie in the grass 
and pick raspberries. We feel good when we are in 
nature, surrounded by flora and fauna. Gardens 
and nature are places that give us a sense of peace. 

But we no longer live in a suburban Eden. We 
have been cast out—this time because of a desire 
to earn a degree, not an apple—and now we reside 
in New Brunswick. It is a place where it is not dif- 
ficult to neglect our inner-Adams and Eves. Instead 
of front lawns we have front bushes filled with ciga- 
rette butts. Instead of paths through the woods we 
have narrow, glass-laden alleyways between houses. 
Instead of honeysuckle blossoms filling the air with 
their sweet smell we have pizza parlors emitting the 
scent of dough and tasty grease. 

And although our urban home is different than 
our Eden, we have adapted. We drown out the 
cries of our inner-Adams and Eves, who beg for a 
stroll through the park or a homegrown tomato, so 
that we may enjoy ourselves despite the ubiquitous 
concrete. We allow ourselves to forget that we once 
frolicked outdoors—barefoot even!—abandoning 
our inner-Adams and Eves for the city life. But for- 
tunately, there are pioneers in our midst, who have 
managed to hold on. 

One such pioneer is Alec Gioseffi, a Rutgers stu- 
dent who cultivates a wide array of vegetables and 
herbs in the backyard of his off-campus apartment. 
A firm believer in the importance of organic, natu- 
rally grown food, he says, “people need to recon- 
nect with their food and understand where it comes 
from.” As an urban farmer, he has grown numerous 
varieties of onions, lettuce, peppers, kale, cabbage, 
and tomatoes, as well as herbs like basil, oregano, 
cilantro, and parsley, feeding his inner-Adam—and 
his roommates—with his bounty. With relatively 
cheap building materials, he constructed a small 
green house and some raised beds that can sustain 
plant growth throughout the year. “Gardening in 
your backyard is important because people have 
to learn to support their local ecologies,” says Alec, 
whose actions show that a connection to one’s inner- 
Adam or Eve is not impossible in this town. 


On the corner of Townsend St. and Throop Ave. 
in the residential area between the College Avenue 
and Douglass campuses, the Sacred Heart Church 
boasts a serious outdoor garden with 28 raised beds 
filled with everything from zinnias and sunflowers 
to tomatoes and squash. The garden lights up the 
neighborhood with growth and verdurous life, dis- 
played for the residents’ enjoyment and aesthetic 
virtue. Here, a religious and community institution 
has provided New Brunswick with a slice of nature, 
a perfect sanctuary for our struggling inner-Adams 
and Eves. 

Another group of nature-loyalists is RIPE or 
Rutgers Initiative for Permaculture, a grass-roots 
student organization that promotes the spread of 
safe, practical, and sustainable systems for food pro- 
duction and self sufficiency. “Gardens create spaces 
for healing and rebuilding for the intense destruc- 
tion that has happened to this land in the past five 


E 


hundred years," says Costa Boutsikaris, one of the 
group's founding members. “Although many believe 
that urbanized environments like this small city are 
hopeless when it comes to local agriculture, there 
are actually many amazing opportunities that we 
can begin to become aware of that are available, 
free and regenerative.” Costa and his group have 
taken advantage of these opportunities by planting 
gardens in Buccleuch Park on Easton Avenue and 
on Livingston Campus, determined to create a com- 
munity here in New Brunswick where we can live 
harmoniously with our ecologies—something that 
our inner-Adams and Eves would surely support. As 
they continue to educate about the benefits of per- 
maculture and sustainable ecologies, New Bruns- 
wick's garden culture grows. 

So it seems that however grungy and citified it 
may seem, life in New Brunswick 1s not necessarily 
incompatible with gardens and nature. Various eco- 
friends around town have ensured that New Bruns- 
wick's green life is not extinguished. Those of them 
who have always lived in New Brunswick haven't 
let the cement corrupt their sense of green. Those 
of them who journeyed here from pastoral subur- 
bia somehow successfully smuggled Mother Nature 
in their suitcases into the gridded mini-metropolis 
that we now call home. “I believe that our role as 
intelligent beings in this planetary ecology is not to 
trample and pollute but rather to be caregivers, gar- 
deners and maintainers of balance,” says Costa. And 
he’s right—we have the power to make New Bruns- 
wick a safe haven for our inner-Adams and Eves. 


Costa Boutsikaris (left) and Alec Gioseffi (right) work in their 
gardens. Photos by Sally Reisch and Mary Conlon respectively. 
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Parad 


Gabriel 


by lan 


[Insert expected bro joke here] 


The Winter of our Discontent 


an experiment un the written word 


by Jeff Adler 
photo by Sally Reisch 


POTPOURRI 


Wakes up and looks around 
Damn man, its dirty as hell in this room, I should probably clean up one of these days. Lemme go ask my 
boy Denny when garbage pick-up day is. 
“YO DENNY, WHEN’S GARBAGE PICK-UP DAY??” 
“DUDE ITS TOMORROW, FAGGOT! GET OUT OF BED, YOU FUCK!” 
*LOL* My boy Denny is SO FUNNY. College is so cool man. Me and my friends, me and Denny man, 
we're always just rippin’ on each other just puttin’ each other on straight BLAST. 
Anyway, I guess lll clean up then, this chicken is getting’ all these fuckin’ bugs in here anyway, pissing me off. 
Let me just get a beer first from the fridge, I feel as hungover as a fucking drying towel. 
“THAT JOKE FUCKING SUCKED DUDE” 
*LOL* That's my friend Denny again, hes so funny man, me and him, we'll just kick back, just have a great 
time, just straight BLAST on each other. 
Walks to the fridge to pull out a... 
“O FUCK GOD DAMN IT NO MORE BEER!” 
Well I better get some more brews before I take out this fucking trash or I'm gonna go straight ape shit, just 
start BLASTING ape shit, BLAST it all over Denny. 
Well shit, is the Hub open? O DICK ITS SUNDAY—NOT OPEN! TT ask my cool phone if she knows 
anywhere that sells beer. 
“Siri, whats up?” 
—HOW CAN I HELP YOU? 
“Know where I can get some fuckin brew??” 
—I DON’T UNDERSTAND 
“Uhhh, shit, umm, like do you know where any dude sells beer at college??” 
—LET ME SEE IF I UNDERSTOOD YOU... 
She really listens to me...what a great lady 
—IDIDN'T UNDERSTAND YOU 
“WHAT?? Fuck, ummm, WHERE IS BEER??" 
—I DON’T UNDERSTAND 
Ugh fuck this piece of shit cunt phone! She’s probably just too busy blowin’ Denny to tell me where I can 
get some dickin’ beer. Denny man, he always ridin the ayn’-train, he just BLAST's em. But its okay, because 
we have a great time me and Denny, just you know, making lots of jokes, chilling, BLASTING, melting, 
decaying.... 
Well shit, if I cant get any beer maybe I can at least get me some onion rings. Off to the dining hall I guess... 
“ARE YOU FUCKING SERIOUS, NO ONION RINGS?!” 
Man, no way do they not have any onion rings. They have those little fried vaginas here every god damn 
day, maybe I just gotta get into the kitchen. 
Crouches into one of the metal tray-racks 
Gets wheeled into kitchen without employee noticing 
Gets into freezer sees some frozen onion rings 
“You there, unhand those onion rings at once!” 
“FUCK, who is this fucking fat asshole talkin to me about my onion rings” 
“Whats your name, sir?” 
“T don’t fuckin know you dick, its like you know, something not gay but I don’t remember man its 
Just chill whatever” 
“LET ME SEE YOUR RUTGERS ID!” 
Gives the ID to fuckin’ dick 
“YOU’RE UNDER ARREST, DENNY DURDEN” 
Wakes up and rubs his eyes 
Boy, that sure was a ssssscccaarrryyyy dream! I’m sure happy I don’t live a negative lifestyle! O you know 
what? I think the 60k is in a few days, so I better start my not-really-gay juice diet! Let me just ask Sammy 
if she knows what day the 60k is. 
“Hey Sammy, do you know what day the 60k is?” 
“ITS TOMORROW, DUDE! GET YOUR BUTT OUT OF BED YOU LAZY BUM!” 
*LOL*, Sammy sure is a GREAT GIRL. Man, me and Sammy, we’ve been friends forever man we just re- 
ally get each other we can just say anything to each other... 


—BLAST 


November | December 201 | THE RUTGERS REVIEW 37 


freshly squeezed 


DO YOU EVER WAKE UP AT NIGHT WORRYING 
ABOUT THE UNNATURAL CHEMICALS PULSING 
THROUGH YOUR VEINS? DO YOU BITE YOUR NAILS 
IN CLASS WONDERING WHAT'S ROTTING IN YOUR 
COLON? BE IT STRESS, LACK OF OPTIONS, OR 
DRUNKENNESS, COLLEGE STUDENTS OFTEN TEND 
TOWARDS THE TERRIBLE END OF THE SPECTRUM 


WHEN IT COMES TO FOOD: 


Tastes like green. Illustrations by Derek Springsteen 


by samantha mitchell 


a clean bill of health. Then, I heard about 

“three day juice detoxing.” A health-food 
website that I trusted offered me a step-by- 
step guide to this all juice diet that would 
restore my energy, clean out all of the evils 
I had recently consumed, and help me start 
over. 

Before I began the regimen, I read tons 
of Internet articles about juice detoxes to 
get a general consensus on the recommend- 
ed process. The health-foodies who author 
these guides say that the only real way to 
go about it is to juice all of your expensive 
organic produce in your own expensive 


After a week of the various types of chemical juicer. Because I have neither the money nor time, 


warfare I had waged against my body, I decided that I decided that an acceptable alternative would be 


enough was enough. If I ate one more Double-Stuff ‘to buy several bottles of organic, no-additive juices, 


Oreo or even looked at a shot glass, I would certainly such as those made by Bolthouse Farms. I left the 


meet my grave. I wanted a new chance at having grocery store on a Wednesday night, carrying my 


heavy bags full of “100% Carrot,” “50/50 Tropical,” 
and “C-Boost Smoothie”. 

“Finally!” my naively optimistic body cheered. 
“With all of this juice, Pll be cleansed!” 

Thursday, my first day washed in the baptismal 
juices of carrots and kale and mangoes, I’d already 
lost a considerable amount steam for the project. 
The Internet detox experts say it’s best to replace 
one or two meals the day before with juice, so your 
stomach can have time to shrink to the challenge. 
But I was cocky and didn’t think I eat enough for 
that rule to apply. Poor choice. 

After consuming no more than 64 ounces of juice 
and several glasses of water, I felt as if there was 
a gaping hole in the center of my body. My blad- 
der was constantly filling to the brink. I was tired. 
My body demanded solid food with lots of calories. 
Walking home from four hours of classes through the 
streets of New Brunswick on trash day, I could smell 
the piles of rotting food sitting out. My mouth actu- 
ally began to water. But I stayed strong and declined 
forkfuls of food poised in my direction that night at 
dinner time. The struggle was for the greater good, 
and I needed to suck it up. 

When I woke up Friday morning I resolved to 
plan my juice intake more carefully, rationing out 
bottles of juice to take with me and promising myself 
that I would drink water if I felt hungry. Towards the 
middle of the day, it seemed as though things were 
working out how they were meant to. I wasn’t hun- 
ery. I actually felt somewhat bloated from the heavy 
liquid intake. But my daily juice allocation ran out 
early. In my afternoon 18th century literature class, 
I slurped down the remains of the thick green muck 
which the bottle had called “Green Goodness.” The 
lack of fulfillment in my stomach several hours later 
made me question this name. The glow of that excit- 
edly bloated girl dissipated with the passing hours. 
My stomach roared. That night, I broke down and 
ate. 

I think I knew from the beginning that I wouldn't 
make it all three days, and subconsciously my din- 
ner was already planned. My hands instinctively 
reached for the green beans in my freezer as soon 
as I walked in the kitchen. They hadn’t yet finished 
steaming before I was looking for bread and cheese 
for a sandwich. I had failed my mission, but my un- 
common excitement for chewable, interesting food 
kept me from being sad for too long. At least I tried 
to be healthy, and juice wasn’t the only way to save 
myself from a toxic bloodstream. 
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